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The Boy's Bad News 


Author's Notes: 
Nothing to declare other than more involving these two needs to be written! 


First and last chapter. Inspired by the video for / want you so hard by Eagles of Death Metal. 


"Why don't you give me a chance, Grohl?" 


It was like time froze for an instant or so, before a heartfelt laughter is tossed back to me. My upper lip 
raises in sync with my brow, both too gone to care and hide the disgust. 


What did you expect, Homme? Honestly. 
Not my luckiest day. 


"You're drunk, Josh." 


A Cheshire cat smile gets the best of me. At least, my baby knows me. 

His good-boy expression sticks to my face and | almost wish he could make a good man out of me as the 
corners of my lips tend upwards, mirroring his in an uncomfortable attempt to look more like the guy he 
might want by his side than a one-night stand. 

"So what?" 


It'd be ironic, if | wasn't so.. desperate. Fuck. 


Josh Homme, trying hard not to get laid Trying hard to get out of the only-single-fuck zone. Told you all those 
pills would end up frying the leffovers of your brain, one day. 


Yeah, yeah. Shut up now, bitchy me. | need an answer from someone else. 

Someone that's stiffening a little as our knees touches. Someone wrinkling his face as | lean in, sipping from big, 
puppy eyes. The kind of look that makes your jeans get tighter and tighter while that soft tongue licks the 
beer foam off of his upper lip. 

"C'mon man" he shakes his little brunette head and chuckles, swallowing some more beer. In response, | get a 
pill out of my pocket and silently toast to my blue balls and the lonely bastard relationship status carrying on 
with me till the end of times. "It's too early for this shit" 

So fuckin’ early, indeed. 


"Looks like Josh's not gonna give up to this hot babe till he scores" | hear Jack say before elbowing the man 


who was supposed to be my dinner. 
Why should he think you aren't screwing with him as ever? You never gave the guy a good reason 
A single, good damn reason. 


They laugh, chatter like gossipy girls, glance at me, giggle some more. A broken whisper escaping from who 


knows where spills ridiculous suggestions that aren't going anywhere out of my head.. Still. | hear them. 

Find one now. 

It almost looks like Dave blushes, lively irises aiming straight at mine, and it goes straight to my dick Before | 
realize that Jack has left and we're alone on the set, Dave is definitely closer, too close to be real, his knee 


making its way between my already spread legs. 


Another pill and a half bottle of bourbon say this story is gonna end unexpectedly well. 


"I thought you were too sober for this shit" | tease, still surprised but eager to be surprised some more. 


He smirk, looking way more seductive than he was a minute ago. The innocence has been wiped away and even 


when his lips are millimeters away from mine, | can't sense a hint of regret in whatever he's about to do. 


"Yeah, | could use another drink’ he whispers. "Two if you're gonna put this to use any time soon" he adds with 
a wicked smile, all | can catch with my eye, his hand palming my already rock hard dick. The fabric between it 
and his stroking palm feels so deliciously rough | think I'm about to burst. 


I'd love to give him an answer, | got a salty one on the tip of my tongue but he steals it from me, sucks it 
away as parted lips are pressed hard against mine, demanding me to respond. And | don't disappoint. Without 
warning, | pin him to the bar counter and enjoy the gasp leaving his mouth as we part a little and he looks up 


at me. 


| can read surprise. | can read fear. Excitement. Almost dizziness. As if he has just agreed to chug a bottle of 


wine that's too much for him to take in one shot. 

"Unless it wasn't for me." 

| read fear, again No, bitterness. Lust. Danger, maybe. 

His willingness to swallow it anyway. Even if he knows its too much for him. Even if he knows | might let him 
down Cause | still could, theoretically. Yet, | can see he's willing to bite the bullet and.. maybe take whatever he 


wants anyway. Not minding whom it's for. 


No need for prompts, my pelvis rolls against his. No words are needed. No inputs, no rejection No control. | 


haven't got much left in me and something tells me he doesn't mind about it either. 


A dangerous smile crosses his lips before a hand slips behind my neck and grips it, kissing me possessively. For 
someone who's too sober and straight, Dave is pretty daring. 


"Keep it up and l'm gonna make you scream your welcome back to the rest of the crew for the next three 


hours" | mutter incoherently into his ear. 


If you don't get your pants wet first" he cooes back into mine, still not giving up the teasing. | pretend to look 
down and grind against him. This time, he's very responsive and sits on the edge of the counter, almost an 


invitation to get into action 
Demanding fingers run through my hair and yank my head back, wringing the worst out of me as | unzip my 
fly with a smirk. | see two Grohls swaying before my eyes and they're both as horny as me. Never mind the 


one still chatting with Jack and sitting a few chairs away from me. He can't wait. We're busy. I'm busy. 


"You asked for it" | mumble, pushing into my hot vision, trying to delay my deal with reality for as long as 


possible. 
He's waited this long, he can wait another day. 


Right? 


